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petrol. We had to work on the aeroplane till 11 p.m.,
so I only got about four hours' sleep at the foot of
the wireless mast at Ramadi on Monday night. We
had supper that evening with Godsave, who happened
to be there with his armoured cars. He had taken a
lighthouse over, which was to be installed there, Un-
fortunately there appeared to be something wrong with
its internals; and, as Godsave described it, you had to
hold your thumb on it to make it work.

Early next morning "Happy" Horrex flew over with
the ice for our trip. He looked like a sort of milk
train arriving, with his hull all dripping water. Louis
and I had "Vaivode" and "Venus," our two Vernons,
run up ready to start. When the ice arrived and was
disgorged from Happy's Vernon, we put part of it into
petrol tins, which we covered over with sacking, and
what we could not manage to cram into the tins we put
in a large wooden box.

We made an excellent trip to L.G. 8, in three hours
and five minutes, and arrived there at 9.5 (local time);
no, as a matter of fact, not local time, for Rutbah, which
is close by L.G. 8, uses Amman time, an hour earlier,
It is all rather confusing. If you fly from L.G. V where
you have Baghdad time, and you have a bit of a follow-
ing wind, you would reach Rutbah before you started!
We found it beautifully cool at Rutbah for the time of
year, and a pleasant north-westerly breeze was blowing.
I should think it was about 90 degrees. Soft white
cumulus clouds were passing and casting patterned
shadows over the upland.

At Ramadi two D.H^a's had passed overhead.
They were taking Sir Percy Lorraine over to Egypt.
I believe he was going home to England. We passed